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: ; Tune I have a good all Wife at home. 


The * Man's s Friend; the Maid did ſeorn, | 

*Canſe ſbe uns poor and left forlorn, 

_ Lhey ſent the Squire to Londen fair, 
rw n Apprentice ſeven Years. 


And when be out of bis Time did cm 


He met his Love a going home, 


- 


„ ,* Youth; | 
. An] hewts a Squire's Son 
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Andi then to end all farther Strife, 
Hie took ube Maid to be bis Wife. 


7A ©" the loved the Bailiff's Daughter dear, 


* 


HERE Was a Youth, and. a well hiked” 


*þ. * 


She was coy, and ſhe wad not . 
That he did love her ſo; 1 | 


No, nor atany Time would the 


Any Countenance to him ſhow. 
But when his Friends did underſtand 
His fond and fooliſh Mind. 
They ſent him up to fair London, 
An Apprentice for to bind. 


And when he had been ſeven long Years, 


And his Love he had not ſeen, 
Many a Tear have I ſhed for her fake,  . 


"Ho 


When ſhe little thought of me. 8 


When all the Maids of fair Ilington. 

Went forth to ſport and pla, 

All but the Bailiff's Daughter dear, 
She ſecretly ſtole away. 


She put off her Gown of grey, 
And put on her ragged Attire, 
And ſhe is up to fair London gone, 

After her true Love to enquire. 


And as ſhe went along the Road, 
The Weather being hot and dry, 
There was ſhe aware of her true Love 

At length came riding by. 


" * 


she ſtept to him as as red as 2 Roſe, 
And took him by the Bridle Ring: 


I pray you, kind Sir, give me one NM. 
For My well Limb. 


Whereat thou waſt botn ? 


At Iſlington, kind Sir, ſaid ſhe, 


Where I have had many a Scorn. 


I pr'ythee, Sweetheart, can't thou tell me, 
Whether that thou doſt know, 
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She is dead, Sir, long ago. 


Then will I ſell my condly Sond: 
My Saddle, and my Bow, 

And travel into ſome far Country, 
Where no Man doth. me know. 


O ſtay, O ſtay, thou goodly Youth. 
She's alive, ſhe is not dead: 

Here the ſtandeth by thy Side, 
And is ready to be thy Bride. 


O farewel Grief, and welcome Joy, 
Ten thouſand times, and more ; 
For now I ſee my own true Love, 


I prythee, Sweetheart, cant thon tl ne. 
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That I thought I ſhould ne'er ſes mot 
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